BARBARIAN STORIES

and one had missed first shot and it had sprung. How
lucky there were not any of them right down on the
coast: how kind were the Gods! Though one never
knew for certain. They might suddenly shift their
hunting-grounds, A fire in the forest would drive
them down. But there were no fires till the hot time
of the year when the sun gets angry and makes them.
Weren't there? What was it his wife's brother said
yesterday about smelling smoke? Was it smoke he
had smelt? It would be terrible to smell something
else, some beast smell - yes. Them! - quite close, so
that one knew - knew It must be within spring of
one, but could not see where! What could he smell
now?

As he thought he leapt, amazingly quickly, up on to
a hump of down, and stood there, his quivering
nostrils dilated to catch anything, his eyes flickering
from side to side, his chest heaving, his bow on the
ground, and the biggest hunting-spear poised for a
throw, From a long way off, Ash-in-the-Air saw him,
against the sky, that spear ready to jab down into
something, and then, after a time, slowly lowered.
He saw Three-Red turn and go down the ridge and
seaward again, towards that jutting point of land
from which the cliffs fell down so sheer at both sides.
Ash-in-the-Air thought of his barley field, and stood
very stiff and still with queer tides of hate and joy
going through him. His uncle had spoken truth
about the things he could do, the devil-whispers he
could make pierce to the hearts of men*
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